smile of the day before, which even now set Ordyiiov shudder-
ing with indignation. All hostility, however, vanished at once
and was smoothed away, and the old man's face assumed a
perfectly unapproachable and reserved air. He dropped a very
low bow to his lodger. . . . The scene brought Ordynov to
a sense of reality at last. Eager to understand the position of
affairs, he looked intently at Yaroslav Ilyitch, who began to
be uneasy and flustered.
"Come in, come in," he brought out at last. "Come in,
most precious Vassily Mihalitch; honour me with your presence,
and put a stamp of ... on all these ordinary objects . . ."
said Yaroslav Ilyitch, pointing towards a corner of the room,
flushing like a crimson rose; confused and angry that even his
most exalted sentences floundered and missed fire, he moved
the chair with a loud noise into the very middle of the room.
"I hope I'm not hindering you, Yaroslav Ilyitch,1' said
Ordynov. "I wanted ... for two minutes . . ."
"Upon my word! As though you could hinder me, Vassily
Mihalitch; but let me offer you a cup of tea. Hey, servant. . . .
I am sure you, too, will not refuse a cupl"
Murin nodded, signifying thereby that he would not.
Yaroslav Ilyitch shouted to the servant who came in, sternly
demanded another three glasses, then sat down beside Ordynov.
For some time he turned his head like a plaster kitten to right
and to left, from Murin to Ordynov, and from Ordynov to
Murin. His position was extremely unpleasant. He evidently
wanted to say something, to his notions extremely delicate, for
one side at any rate. But for all his efforts he was totally
unable to utter a word . . . Ordynov, too, seemed in per-
plexity. There was a moment when both began speaking at
once. . . . Murin, silent, watching them both with curiosity,
slowly opened his mouth and showed all his teeth. . . .
"I've come to tell you," Ordynov said suddenly, "that,
owing to a most unpleasant circumstance, I am obliged to leave
my lodging, and . . ,"
"Fancy, what a strange circumstance!" Yaroslav Ilyitch in-
terrupted suddenly. "I confess I was utterly astounded when
this worthy old man told me this morning of your intention.
But ..."
"He told you," said Ordynov, looking at Murin with
surprise.
Murin stroked his beard and laughed in his sleeve.
"Yes," Yaroslav Ilyitch rejoined; "though I may have made